Fleeting Dreams 


Author: LarkOfTheSky 

Bands: Northern Kings 

Characters: Jarkko Ahola, Juha-Pekka Leppaluoto 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Jul Il 2012 04:01:50 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Fleeting Dreams 


Author's Notes: 
Just a random thing that popped into my head last night as | couldn\'t sleep. Also, not strictly Northern Kings, 
but still.. 


A million thanks to Nightfall007 for the speedy look-over! <3 


Little by little, the nights are getting darker. Not dark though, not yet. Only.. slightly darker than they were a 

week ago. Finnish summer is weird that way: it wakes up rapidly as the snow melts, people smiling to the sun 

and squinting their eyes at the onslaught of light and the party is everlasting. But after midsummer, autumn 

starts creeping in slowly and darkening the nights minute by minute as days go by, and the endless joyousness 
of it starts to fade as though it was nothing but a fleeting dream in the first place. 


Which, of course, it always is. And Jarkko feels it too. How could he not? This is the time of year when he 
always remembers The time of year when he first felt his love slipping away all those years ago. his first, and 


to date his only, real love. 


On these nights in July, he always sits at the window, waiting. Waiting for JP to come back, though he knows 
he won't, it's been far too long for that to happen. 


But still, he can't help it. 


He hasn't been able to move out of the apartment they at some point practically shared, for fear that JP 


actually would come looking for him and wouldn't find him. 
Which is ridiculous: of course he'd find Jarkko anywhere if he chose to. 


His eyes do their familiar sweep of the street, looking for the one figure he's spent so many nights waiting 
for, and suddenly, his heart stops. 


It can't be. Surely it can't. 

And yet, it has to. 

He watches the tall, slender figure walk closer and closer. It walks steadily, not in any rush but clearly knowing 
where its going. It doesn't turn off to any of the neighbouring houses. It turns to his house, stops for a 


moment at the door with its hand in the air, hesitating. 


As Jarkko's doorbell rings, he realises he's been holding his breath. As if in a dream, he walks to his door to 
let the strange yet oh-so-familiar figure in. 


JP's eyes are an odd mixture of fear, relief, longing, and pain 

"hi." He pauses. "Wasn't sure if you still lived here or.. or if you'd let me in." 

Jarkko can only gape at his former lover, before stepping out of the doorway to let him in. 

"| know | left you back then and its probably far too late, but.. | had to try. | couldn't live without you." 


He barely remembers to close the front door before pulling JP close and kissing him fiercely, trying to let his 
lips tell the taller man in other ways what they can't in words. 


Hopefully, future Julys won't be filled with only fleeting dreams and vague memories. 


